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ADVERTISEMENT. 


A Political Satire has been greatly circulated 
in France, intitled The Pope's Journey to Pa- 
radiſe and Hell. It was inſerted in a daily paper 
publiſhed at Paris, called Le Patriote Frangois, 
of which a conſiderable number is ſent into this 
Country. The wit and humour of the author 
were in general juſtly ; but they were ſometimes 
improperly directed; and injured the general pur- 
poſe they were intended to promote. 

With ſuch additions and ſuppreſſions as were 
thought neceſſary, this Political Satire, divided 
into two parts, has been tranſlated into Engliſh 
Verſe; and a third part added, which is wholly 
original, and 1s thought by the author ſuited to 
the preſent diſpoſition and circumſtances of the 
Engliſh Nation. 
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POPE's JOURNEY. 


PART THE FIRST. 
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Prxcnp high on his throne in pontifical pride, 
His ſpiritual princes arrang'd at his ſide, 

Sat the head of the Church, Apoſtolic papa; 

A triple-crown'd prieſt, like a three-tail'd baſha : 
Old Peter's ſucceſſor, now left in the lurch, 

By pitiful ſcrubs of the Gallican church ; 

Who now force their paſtors to keep better rules, 
Living ſomewhat more humble, like laical fools, 
I'd rather, quoth he, have endur'd many ſtripes : 
This vile French Aſſembly has giv'n me the gripes. 
Speak; what ſhall be done? ſaid the deify'd man; 
Fright them all with thy Bulls, cry'd the Scarlet Divan; 


Let 
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6 THE POPE'S JOURNEY. 


Let them fee! what the Vatican thunder can do, 
And give to the devil, the heretic crew !— 
Oh, no! ſaid the Pontiff, that cannot be done, 
For then they wou'd rob me of ſweet Avignon.— 
If ſo, holy Father, e'en let us be quiet.— 
What! tamely ſubmit to a Vagabond fiat? 
Thro' fear ſhou'd I let theſe Reformers go on? 
In that caſe my power for ever is gone. — 
Excommunicate then, damn them all at a ſtroke !— 
But wou'd they not Pepin's donation revoke ? 
And laugh at us all, for they ſee thro' that joke.— 
Then bear it with patience, things yet may go well.— 
You're a parcel of tools, and may all go to hell.— 
So out flew the Pope in a pet to be ſure, 
And ſent for a Cardinal, call'd Pompadour : 
Said this friend, 'tis an intricate bus'neſs no doubt ; 
Tis Heaven alone that can e'er make it out.— 
That's true, ſaid the Pope, and away I'll be gone. 
Then his crown, 'broider'd caſſock, and gold ſlippers on, 
He journey'd to Paradife in this grand ſtate, 
And taking his keys, when arriv'd at the gate, 
He found them too large, and with ruſt overſpread, 
From the blood which his vile predeceſſors had ſhed ; 
The blood of the martyrs encruſted all o'er, 

In 
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In vain, he apply'd them, to open the door. 

So he thump'd with his crozier.— Said Peter, Who's 
there ?— 

*Tis I, holy Peter, who fit in your chair :— 

Peter peep'd through the keyhole, and cry'd, Tis a lie! 


You're a fine dizen'd beau, a poor fiſher was I.— 
Holy Saint! I put on what they give me, no more— 
So Peter was ſoften'd, and open'd the door. — 
But now a new trouble aroſe, as the gate, 

For one fat with plunder, was found far too ſtrait. 
Into Heaven to get, were not hard, Peter ſaid; | 

If you, like myſelf, had on gudgeons been fed.— 
The gudgeons, St. Peter, I gave to my flock, 

In return, they to me were profuſe of their ſtock. 


Now pray let a part of the wall be pull'd down.— 


No, no; holy Peter reply'd with a frown.— 
If that can't be done, let me climb o'er the wall. 
Then a thief and a robber you'll ſtand before all! 

How enormous are Popes ! Coblers enter before em. 

What fools are thoſe mortals who kneel and adore 
em 

No pompous, proud Prieſt, e'er cou'd paſs this ſtrait 
gate; 

I will carry your meſſage — ſo ſtand {till and wait. 

Now 
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Now a ſight ſo nouvelle as a Pope in high Heaven, 

Some liſtening Saints to expedients had driven, 

O ho, ſays St. Joſeph, I have it all ſnug, 

With my axe I can make him as flat as a bug.— 

He ſeiz'd him, and off his fine caſſock he tore, 

Then chipp'd him, and ſhot him bolt in at the door. 

When again in his purple, what crowds of the bleſt 

Gaz'd in wonder to ſee ſuch an out-o'th'-way gueſt ! 

They aſk'd what it was, and St. Peter reply'd, 

"Tis.a Pope.—Ho, a Pope !—here's a Pope they all 
cry'd! | | 

See Peter's ſucceſſor, how ſtrangely array'd !— 

But Peter, the Pope to his Maſter convey'd. 

When cringing and creeping, with trembling and 
dread |!— 


Forgive this intruſion, his Holineſs faid : 


An afflicted old man, you behold at your feet, 


Squeez'd in with much labour, your aid to intreat : 
My Lord, I'm your Vicar, but ſorely diſtreſs'd; 

By the vile French Aſſembly diſdain'd and oppreſs'd.— 
Tho' thou art not my Vicar, thy plight, it is true, 

Is very diſtaſtrous, yet juſtly thy due; 

Self denial I taught, but my words don't avail, 


Thou art juſt like a peacock that ſpreads aut its tail. 
I liv'd. 
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I liv'd a poor man, with a plain ſeamleſs veſt, 
Thou'rt fed like a prince, like a publican dreſt ; 

I lay on the ground, and a ſtone rais'd my head, 
Thy houſe is of marble, and down is thy bed; 
Contented was I, ſome ſmall fiſhes to pick, 

On dainties thou feed'ſt, till thou mak'ſt thyſelf ſick. 
And can'ſt thou imagine that I will ſupport 


Impoſtors, who make my example their ſport ?— 
Lord !—honor to thee was our grandeur's true ſource, 
That thy name might give governments influence and 
force 
Intermixing thy croſs with the monarch's regalia, 
Reaſon good we ſhou'd keep up our paraphernalia.— 
Such his daring defence, but he bluſh'd while he 
made it, | 
And he felt at the time, he had reaſon to dread it! 
Oer a cherub-wing'd ſhoulder then peep'd William 
Penn, | 
Who gently breath'd forth—O moſt ſpecious of Men! 
"Tis true thou haſt wondrouſly gull'd Europe's people, 
Trans-Atlantic, I kept out thy Babylon ſteeple ; 
I conquer'd by meekneſs of wiſdom alone, 
And bought from poor Indians, lands juſtly their own : 
| B There, 
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There, in love's golden chain, I link'd brother with 
brother, 

Sce my government there /—can'ſt thou find ſuch 
another? — 

To the mildneſs of Penn, courtly Pius might well bow, 

But he ſtarted on ſeeing George Fox at his elbow. 

Fox dreadful to Popes—ever bold as a lion, 

And a pitch battle there, all the Saints would cry fie on; 

So to this leſſon, hateful to proud mitred ears, 

He was mute as a mouſe ; and went on with his fears. 

Lord! the French for religion have loſt all reſpect, 

I hope you'll chaſtize them. — No, no, I'll protect 

And can you then ſee my fine empire decline ?— 

Thou daring uſurper ! thy empire's not mine.— 

Oh! but grant us our pray'r, all my prieſts bid me ſay, 

That your dictates for ever with zeal they'll obey.— 

To thy flock, not to me, theſe poor artful tales tell, 

But they'll truſt thee no longer, they know thee too 
well ! 

Yet ſince thou thyſelf haſt infallible made, 

Can'ſt thou not protect thy infallible trade ?— 

Ah! a dreadful Aſſembly this French one appears, 

Said the Pope,—'tis a council that all the world 


tears. 


It 
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If you'll help me theſe obſtinate Franks to ſubdue, 
One half of the ſpoils ſhall be offer'd to you.— 

Baſe Maniac! how dar'ſt thou ſtill longer implore ? 
Hence, Satan! ſhew here thy black viſage no more; 
Thy kingdom is ruin'd, mankind will be free, 

And darkneſs and chains be reſerved for thee !— 

To his centre then trembled the Pope as he flew, 
While bright hoſts cry'd in ſcorn—Holy Father, adieu ! 
Away then he ſcamper'd, all ſhiv'ring and ſhaking, 
Yet reſolving to ſtick by his great undertaking : 
Deſpair, ſays he, ne'er ſhall my ſchemes overthrow, 
For tho' I am hurl'd from above to below, ] 
Brimſtone batt'ries I've got, {till to play on the foe. 
Anathemas, interdicts, what need I more ? 


And for ſoldiers, I've got Agnus Dei's in ſtore, 


B 2 PART 
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PART THE SECOND, 


Tur Pope was not pleas'd, as tis eaſy to prove, 
With the treatment he found in the regions above; 
When juſt at departing, he met in the place 

The ſweet angel Gabriel the Pope bow'd with grace, 
And with looks of moſt wond'rous complacency ſaid, 
Pray, where is the manſion for purging the dead 
Why ſure, anſwer'd Gabriel, you very well know, 
Indulgencies emptied the place long ago. 

Thy vile predeceſſors ſuch quantities ſold, 

That the houſe fell to ruin, tho' not very old: 

J judge you will never erect one again, 

Your funds are in no very flouriſhing train. 

Gently ſtroking his band, the polite Pontiff ſaid, 
You've fine hair, and your lips as vermillion are red ; 
Your complection is lovely, with me you ſhall ſtay, 
You'd look charming if dreſt as a little abbe !— 


Worſe 


THE POPE'S JOURNEY, 13 


Worſe wretches than thou art, ſaid Gabriel, there are 
not; WT? | 
Avaunt from my preſence, thou dæmon incarnate,— 
Abaſh'd as a criminal ſtood the poor Pope, 
Like a thief, round whoſe neck you are twitching a 
rope. 
How awful is virtue ! her true magic wand 
Has a ſoul-ſtriking force, no vile arts can withſtand! 
Thus in fear and confuſion he bow'd and withdrew, 
Not daring to anſwer, or utter adieu. | 
But before he had quitted the heavenly ſphere, 
One Pope—what a wonder! he ſaw had got there: 
He appear'd an old man, in a dreſs plain enough, 
His mitre of linen, his robe of brown ſtuff; 
Coarſe ſandals of dark-colour'd leather he wore, 
And a crook-headed ſtaff in his right hand he bore; 
His anger ſeem'd rais'd to the higheſt degree 
Away with your General Councils, cry'd he— 
Eyeing Pius the Sixth—ſay, what wouldſt thou be at? 
Thou, thou my ſucceſſor, vile ariſtocrat ! 
I'm Greg'ry! nigh whom thou ſhouldſt bluſh to 
appear, 
A faint and a patriot renown'd far and near. 
That 
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That Aſſembly thou hate'ſt, has more miracles done 
Than all in thy calendar, twenty to one. 
In my time, when Lombardy's king rul'd the roaſt, 
I was but a biſhop or patriarch at moſt ; 
I liv'd on that income my flock cou'd afford, 
And ne'er contradicted the ſovereign my Lord. 
I lectur'd my miniſters, told them 'twas fit, 
That they to the magiſtrate's pow'r ſhould ſubmit. 
So here at my caſe, I in Paradiſe dwell, 
While thou, proud Pope Pius, may'ſt trudge off to hell. 
Now Braſchi confounded, in ſilence retir'd, 
Tho' he mightily Gregory's manſion admir'd. 
Being now at a loſs to whom elſe to apply, 
He exclaim'd, this old dotard's advice let me try ; 
I'll cen pack off to hell, for to me it ſeems clear, 
J ſhall there meet a warmer reception than here. 
An Imp then peep'd in, and the Pope not afraid, 
Mounted plump on his back, and the journey was made. 
What ſhouts ſhook all hell when they ſaw him 
appear! 
Pope Pius the Sixth IO what friends he found here! 
What Cardinals, Canons, and Monks of all hues, 


Came to welcome the Pontiff, and aſk him the news! 


To 
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To the Pope's dormitorium they led him in ſtate, 

And plac'd a hell kettle, on which down he fat. 
Cry'd the Pope to his brethren, I'm ſorely diſmay'd; 

Come ſit then in council, and lend me your aid : 

I'm ruin'd, my triple crown ſhakes on my brows, 

For none, except you, to aſſiſt me will rouſe ; 

All rejoice that my Gothic authority's paſt, 

I dread from my throne they may drive me at laſt ! 

Now Cardinals, Canons, and Devils advance, 

To be told the ſtrange things which had happen'd in 


France. 


How Rome had in vain ſought their manners to mend, 


That Maury and Royou were at their wit's end! 
That Burke fear'd the mania wou'd ſoon croſs the ſeas, 
And Britons run mad with the Gallic diſeaſe. 
On this a young Dæmon who ſat at his feet, 
An Imp full of malice and witty conceit, 
Cry'd out, Holy Father, their health I'll enſure, 
The ſyrup of Velno's a radical cure.— 
All the great Dzmons hoop'd at a fancy ſo ſmart, 
And they cou'd not help laughing, tho' vext to the heart. 
Old Satan firſt riſing began the debate, 
The preſident grand, of this council of ſtate ; 
Dark 
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Dark and rolling his eye, flaſhing fury around, 
That lighten'd the regions infernal—profound ! 
How well, he exclaim'd, has Burke poifon'd the 
brain, 
His volume work'd wonders till that ſcoundrel Paine, 
With his antidote potent, quite ruin'd our . 
Cou'd I catch the ſhrewd raſcal, I'd make his birth 
hot! 
There's Boothby, Rous, Prieſtley, and Mackintoſh too 
More mercy I'd ſhew to a Turk or a Jew ! 
But that rogue of all rogues, with his Leſſons to Princes ! 
His deep curſed art, dreadful power evinces !— . 
All was rage and deſpair : in full concert they howl'd, 
Ev'ry head that was horn'd—ey'ry head that was cowl'd! 
When quiet ſucceeded, Pope Pius made known, 
The frigid behaviour in Paradiſe ſhewn ; 
And added, his tongue wou'd with joy ever tell, 
The ſympathy fervent he'd met with in hell ; 
Imploring they'd give in a juncture ſo nice, 
Their coole, deciſion, their graveſt advice. 
John Sixteenth, by conſent, was then call'd to the 
chair, | 
He who once was a pirate, and oft would declare, 
"T wixt 
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Twixt his firſt trade and laſt trade, there was not 
much choice; 
His look was a gorgon's, and thunder his voice ; 
He ne'er rang a bell, but ſtampt, whiſtled, and ſwore, 
And oft with his fiſty cuffs made the reſt roar. — 
Firſt ſpoke Seventh Gregory—My blood, Sirs, runs 
| cold, 
On hearing the miſchiefs Pope Pius has told ; 
But ſurely theſe Franks may be yet made to ſhew 
That reſpe& which to Peter's ſucceſſor they owe : 
] oft ſtretch'd my power to bind and unlooſe, 
And was fain Paul's and Peter's names ſometimes 
to uſe; 
Interdicting whole kingdoms, I damn'd whom I 
wou'd, 
Tis a right very uſeful, when well underſtood, — 

Ah! ſaid Pius, I threaten'd, but that play is o'er, 
There are thouſands who go to confeſſion no more ; 
And for thoſe who yet go, there is nothing to hope, 
They find Prieſts to abſolve them in ſpite of the Pope.— 

Interdictions avail not, ſaid Innocent Third, 

My means are infallible, truſt to my word, 
Go, preach a cruſade, 'twill your wiſdom evince, 
Set nation *gainſt nation, and prince againſt prince; 


C I rais'd 
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I rais'd martial ardor, ſet Europe on fire, 
And millions were ſeen by my arts to expire !— 
On this ſpoke the Young Devil, ſo witty before, 
(And a chorus of laughter made hell caverns roar;) 
How I love to ſee Man put in power Supreme! 
He delights to make heart's blood run down in a ſtream ! 
And we'll ever aſſiſt in this work that they love, 
Spite of all the fair Seraphs who're hymning above; 
Let them harp it, in all their angelical tones, 
Their av'rites on earth ſhall reſponſe it in groans.— 
"Twill not do, ſaid Pope Pius, the means have been 
try'd, 
To ſtir up Fanatics to fight on our ſide: 
For a Perigord Abbe, and Abbe Sieyes, 
Have learnt their new engine with ſuch force to play, 
That they'd ſoon quench the flames which fanatics 
wou'd raiſe, 
Ah! the biſhops of biſhops have ſeen their beſt days! 
Men will fight now no more for the glory of heaven; 
Oh what tranſports to Popes, have thoſe bloody wars 
given !— 
Cry'd Boniface Eighth, fill'd with ſpiritual pride, 


Are my ſublime reas'nings then quite laid aſide ? 


1 pray 
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I pray you in Luke, read th' Apoſtle's own words, 

Lo, two ſwords are here—or—1o here are two ſwords, 

My interpretation is certainly true, 

Tis the ſpiritual weapon, and temporal too. 

Now the former muſt ſurely the latter control; 

Beſides this, two lights in the firmament roll: 

The great one's the pow'r of the church, and the leſs, 

Which borrows its light, civil rule muſt expreſs.— 
Ah! ſays Pius, none now-a-days ſuch reas'ning 

brings, 
The ſchool boys of Paris wou'd laugh at theſe things; 
Swords, are ſteel finely temper'd, theſe arch rogues 
wou'd cry, 

And the ſun and the moon, are the lights of the ſky. — 

Now ſpoke John Twenty-ſecond, Diſtreſs'd Pontiff 
ſay ; 

Are Rome's boaſted treaſures all melted away ? 

I was careful; preferments I ſold great and ſmall; 

Nay over and over, ſees, livings, and all. 

I traded, I cheated ; what did I not do? 

And I dy'd at Avignon as rich as a Jew. — 
Cry'd Sixth Alexander, thy gold ne'er was ours. 

Thy ſucceſſors ſpent it on panders and whores ; 


C 2 But 
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But had I receiv'd it, thou well may'ſt ſuppoſe, 

Twou'd all have been laviſh'd on pretty Vanoſe : 

"Twas a ſweet little jade, worth her ſtandard in gold, 

I lov'd her much more than her mother the ſcold ; 

Beſides, our fine trade has been long at a ſtop, 

A great part of Europe frequent not our ſhop ; 

No confeſſions to get at the ſecrets of ſtate, 

No conſciences ſwaddled by us, now of late: 

And when in the kitchens our mendicants beg, 

They bid them get out, ſtead of making a leg. | 
Now ſomething uncommonly bold muſt be done, 

Or like England, for ever c'en France will be gone. 

Let the Pope go to Paris, a ſupper provide, 

And of the great hall, poiſon all the left ſide. 

This was always my way, but 'twou'd not always do ; 

It occaſion'd my death, and my fon Cæſar's too; 

Twas a curſed miſtake ; for we both took a ſup 

Of the poiſon intended for Cornatto's cup. 
Zounds, cry'd Julius the Second, you talk like an afs, 

Like me, head an army, and wear a cuirals 

Split 'em, broil em, and hack em, and kill ev'ry ſoul, 

Beſiege Paris, as once I beſieg'd Mirandole !— 
Then ſpoke the Young Devil, for reſtleſs he liſten'd, 

With brimſtone and fire, his grim viſage now gliſten'd ; 


You're 


THE POPE'S JOURNEY. 21 
C—  _—C—C——————— —— 


You're a pack of old fools, I've no patience to hear you, 
Your proweſs is gone, and the people don't fear you; 
But if you durſt enter with troops into France, 
Three millions in arms, are prepar'd to advance ; 
Your invaſion wou'd end in a ſhameful retreat, 
Or thoſe dogs of French ſoldiers wou'd make you 
mince meat. | 
Now they all ſpoke together, all roſe up as one, 


*T was hubbub and uproar, and nothing was done. 


PART 
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PART THE THIRD, 


Now the Pope in a rage was preparing to go 

To thoſe few upon earth who wou'd ſtill kiſs his toe; 

When again the young Imp wou'd have one parting 
Joke— 

Dear Pius, I love all this thunder and ſmoke ; 

And declare, and that's bold, not a Pope is more willing, 

Or has keener delight in blood, torture, or killing : 

Yet as we've agreed of no w/e is that plan, 

Let's contrive the beſt ratagem now that we can. 

But before I proceed in my ſcheme, let me ſay, 

Or whiſper a word in your ear, by the way; 

That allegiance to you is not loſt, no not quite, 

Tho' France is againſt you exerting her ſpite : 

Look at England, ſome comfort take into account, 


Your natural daughter reigns there, paramount. 
Hah ! 
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Hah ! you ſmile, you are conſcious that this is the caſe ; 
And now comes my ſcheme, which I'd have you 
embrace. 


Go then, you and the conclave—nay never be loth ; 


Go to Paris, and roundly take their Civic Oath /— 


Civic oath !—civic oath ! was rebellow'd with foam! 
From ſuch helliſh ſneering, I'll hie away home, 
Said poor Pius—Aye do, ſaid the Popes in a breath, 
We ne'er were ſo mad ſince our paſſing through death: 
Haſte, and do what you can in the diurnal ſphere; 
For nothing but ſcorn and confuſion reign here. | 
So the fiends grinning, lent him large wings of a bat, 
And clapt on his head an old cardinal's hat. 
For from his pale brows the grand mitre was torn, 
And they vow'd 'twas the laſt that wou'd ever be worn! 
Thus inſulted by hearts, as obdurate as ſtone, 
Off he went, with a deep inexpreſſible groan !— 
As the Pontiff was winging his way from below, 
Where his Holineſs ventur'd, in order to know 
What ſcheme was the beſt, what the beſt reſolution, 
To break the foul neck of this French Revolution; 
He lamented ſuch ſcorn of his woes ſhould be there ; 


Such bitter deriſion his ſoul cou'd not bear : 


Sympa- 
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Sympathetic attention he hop'd to command; 
But wicked confederates are mere ropes of ſand! 
Stony concretes of ſelf, whence there ſhoots not a line 
Of love's ſilken fibres round others to twine ! 
At laſt, he arriv'd at the confines of light 
When the ſweet angel Gabriel ſtood full in his ſight. 
The raviſhing view, fluſh'd with joy the poor Pope, 
He kneel'd at his feet, and thus utter'd his hope— 
Again, ſince I ſee you, O let me ſuppoſe, 
You are juſt come to tell me you pity my woes! 
And ſince we laſt met, you have chang'd your opinion; 
Only help me, and ſhare as you will my dominion.— 
The angel indignant turn'd on him a look 
Whoſe ray darted agony, every limb ſhook ! 
Deep conſciouſneſs ſeiz'd him, and horrid diſmay ! 
The world he'd have giv'n to have vaniſh'd away! 
But the heav'nly orator waving his hand, 
Thus ſpake, with the force of celeſtial command. 
Oh! full of all cruelty, malice, and guile! 


In whoſe boſom thoſe paſſions inceſſantly boil; 


Thinkeſt thou, the Moſt High will yet longer endure, 
Thy deceiving the nations—thy arts to obſcure 
The effulgence of Truth in the Goſpel diſplay'd, 


And its glorious ſimplicity turn'd to a trade ? 
1 Thy 
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Thy pardons, that lull ſinful ſouis in falſe reſt, 

Thou harlot ! in all pagan gaudineſs dreſt, 

No wonder philoſophers make thee their jeſt ! 

Your falſe with the true does ſo fatally mix, 

Philoſophers laugh at the whole as your tricks: 

But theſe men of acumen, feel heavenly touches 

Of ſweet Goſpel beauty when out of your clutches ; 

And when they've clear'd away all your pitiful rags, 

At the ſtandard of truth they'll unfurl their fine flags! 

Gold has made you confuſe, and then lord over con- 
ſcience, 

Covering truth with your creeds, and farragoes of non- 
ſenſe. | | 

For of all Satan's ſchemes, the moſt dang'rous and 
ſad, 

Is admitting ſome g99d, juſt to countenance bad: 

The world to this god will pay reverence due, 

Recovering the ſcriptures, you've hid from its view. 

That Aſſembly thou dread'ſt, clearly ſee your tranſ- 
greſſions, | 

And France will be eas'd of her grievous oppreſſions; 

To tyrannical princes and prieſts, bid defiance, 

Curs d eccleſiaſtic and regal alliance!) 


D They'll 
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They'll not indulge prieſts with fine nymphs and fine 
houſes, 

But make them content with neat dwellings and ſpouſes. 

Long ſhal! not your paſſports to heaven be ſold, 

Nor man's precious ſoul made a traffic for gold. 

The French for themſelves will now till the glad ſoil, 

Nor fatten thy idle-rob'd train with their toil. 

Look back to the Maſter !—his Preachers were ſent. 

Without purſe or ſcrip ; to be always content 

With mere food on their journeys; at home they'd a 
trade, 

Not ſupported by others in ſtate and parade : 

For the ſacred charge was—As you“ freely receive” 

From me this high knowledge, © do ye freely give!“ 

Thus all were forewarn'd “ filthy lucre” to ſhun, 

And for centuries nothing of this kind was done ; 

Twas with Pop'ry the horrible practice begun! 

For theſe wolves in ſheep's cloathing firſt begg'd for the 


poor, 


Then pocketed flily great part of the ſtore : 


Next in chambers of ſickneſs they leave in the lurch, 


The widow, the orphan, and thieve for the church. 
Till at laſt, ſerpent like, round al! property writhe, 
And on 7ewi/h foundations eſtabliſh their Tythe! 

Now, 
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Now, had gold ne'er been truſted at all with the 


preachers, 


The world had known few hypocritical teachers ; 

No pomp antichriſtian, proud heatheniſh ſhows, 

No treading on kings necks, or kiſſing of toes; 

No dread inquiſitions, no roaſting alive, 

With the gold-getting arts, prieſts and devils contrive. 

Here Pius broke in, as one quite out of breath— 

But, dear Angel, conſider, we're hunted to death 

By Deiſts and Atheiſts-unſanctify'd crew! 

They nothing believe, and wou'd wage war with you; 

They want to extirpate realities quite, 

And wou'd daſh Revelation down down into night.— 

Be ſilent, Deceiver !—'tis thine to confuſe ; 

At preſent they're uſeful, whatever their views. 

Second cauſes, are agents to Wiſdom Divine, 

Thou'rt blind, or progreſſive thou'dit ſee the grand line. 

The ſtate of the hearts of theſe men will be chang'd, 

When a rational ſyſtem of things they've arrang'd. 

In night, revelation can never be clos'd, 

Tis only the medley which you have compos'd. 

And tho' the world yet, may remain in a ſtate, 

That ſome prieſts are permitted to ſell their dull prate, 
D 2 The 
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The wi/e among mankind will ceaſe to admire them, 
And leave thoſe to pay, who ſo fooliſhly hire them. — 
Says the Pope, muſt dear gold, then, be totally baniſh'd ? 
If you take away revenue, learning is vaniſh'd !— 
Creed fightings of Scholiaſts, by learning you mean, 
A ſponge they've long wanted, to wipe them off clean ; 
Tho' the Hains, the whole ocean can never diſcharge, 
Of the blocd they have ſhed, by their fatutes at large! 
Can preachers be made, and endu'd with igt know- 
ledge, 
In the ſecret dark labyrinths of an old college ? 


—An old turret-crown'd cell—of ſweet youth the dread 


ſnare, 
Full of miſchief, dull forms, and mechanical pray'r ? 
Where blinking like owls full of jealous grimaces, 
You ſhut out that Sun, that would thine in your faces ! 


No! inſtead of increaſing the boſom's true light, 


This huge black extinguiſber, ſmothers it quite! 


The flame thus extinct, 'tis a foul /nuff of pride, 
That puts itſelf forth, call'd a Spiritual Guide !— 
Pius ſtung to the quick, wou'd now fain have been 


gone, 


But the awe-ſtriking Angel forbad, and went on ; 


5 If 


THE POPE'S JOURNEY, 29 


Tf thou haſt but an ear to hear, hear while thou can, 
And liſten in filence, bewilder'd old man! 


To philoſophy juſt—not in thy ſchool diſplay'd, | 


"Tis too independent of thee, and thy trade. 
OMNIPRESENCE, all Beings ſurrounds and ſuſtains, | | 
In proportion to talents recipient, maintains ; 


Deep hid in dark mountains, the bright diamond grows, 


He Here gives it increaſe, ſtill brighter it glows. | 

With plants, he is all to the nature of plants, | 

And to the dumb animal, that which it wants. 

In relation how high then the human mind lives! 

—To his image recipient, what influx he gives! 

What are dry huſks of learning to expanding ſouls, 

Where ineffable Wiſdom 7n/pires and controuls ? | 

Such wiſdom as this, thou may'ſt find at the plough ; 

The number increaſes in hy diſtricts now: 

From theſe, ſoon will heaven-made preachers appear, 

Of ambition and vile filthy lucre kept clear, | 

With a powr, that will make ev'ry hypocrite fear. 
No fault lies in learning, but learning's abuſe , 


In advancement of /cience, conſiſts its great uſe : 


By Newton, by Milton, Deſcartes, and Locke ! 


What a noble addition was made to the ſtock, 
While your fav'rite labor, was fleccing the flock. 


Hence ! 
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Hence !/—dead repetitions, non nobis et Amen; 

The world's benefactors by letters are laymen. 

Philoſophers ever have had this diſcerning, 

That commerce with Heaven, needs no aid from 

learning; | 

Hebrew, Latin, and Greek, are but different dreſſes, 

For thoughts which as well, native language expreſles. 

The text now before them, all rational creatures, 

Will be their own doctors, their own commentators ! 
The Pope thus tormented, and out of all luck, 


Exclaim'd full of terror, and quite thunderſtruck ;— 


Good heavens I fear theſe reform undertakers, 


Will degen'rate at laſt—Aye, at laſt into Quakers! 
I'd much rather they'd Deiſts and Atheiſts remain; 
From their want of em, we ſomething might gain: 
None like ſly odious Quakers, our craft can deſcry, 
can bear it no longer !—T'll lie down and die !— 
Die, Pius thou muſt, quitting that aſſum'd name, 
So diſcordant to truth, and the ſtate of thy fame : 
And with thee ſhall depart, in that auſpicious hour, 
The dark body of Pop'ry, with all its dread pow'r ! 
And then Chriſtianity riſing ſublime, 
Like a phoenix, ſet free from your ding dong and 
chime. 


From 
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From your aſhes (diſpers'd by the wings of the wind) 
With beauty celeſtial, will charm all mankind! 
The learn'd will prefer it to elaſſical lore; 
Finding all that e'er Socrates aim'd at and more: 
Chaſte, uſeful, meek, humble, diſint'reſted love; 
Not thy /erpent twiſting round Sion's ſweet dove! 
Hence away to thy conclave !—and tell them from 
my 
That when France has pluck'd up each o'er ſhadow- 
ing tree, 

Bright truth will ſhine on her, with increaſing ſplendor, 
Nor need ſhe her millions in arms to defend her. 
To her millions, more millions oppreſs'd will reſort, 
Of black or red deſpots, no longer the ſport. 
Thy kingdom is ruin'd Mankind will be free, 
And darkneſs and chains be reſerved for thee ! 

Uproſe the bright form On the Pope in a fret, 
He caſt one look of pity, of angel regret. 

So !—ſays Pius, then chains are reſerved for me, 
Theſe Cherubs ſtill echo their Maſter's decree : 
'Pon my honor, the ſentence is very ſevere ; 
I have nothing to hope !—then, there's nothing I'll 


fear; 


I can 


32 THE POPE'S JOURNEY. 


I can but go down to my cronies below, 

And what's going on there now I very well know. 

To my Vatican then, I'll e'en haſten away, 

Deep and watchful we'll fit, to ſtep forth when we 
may; 

To run off with all ſpeed we will urge Gallia's Prince, 

He knows from his Oaths, we've abſoly'd him long 
ſince! 

Oaths and covenants ſolemn, are merely our ſports, 

Lovers' oaths are oft laugh'd at laugh at all ſorts ! 

My ſon Louis ſhall lead up a ſpirited dance, 

Returning with armies, to deſolate France. 

I know that the plan many months has been laid, 

And many have ſecretly promis'd their aid ; 

Fierce Artois and vengeful Conde, are now ready, 

They but wait for the King— Oh! that he may prove 
ſteady ! 

—Rank and file they all ſtand, nothing now their 
march clogs, 

Go, Louis !—cry havoc !—and lip thy war dogs! 

Methinks from afar I now ſnuff up your battles ! 

How I joy in the rage of my Ariſtocratles ! 

Yet Oh!—my heart fails me! ſink in deſpair ! 


So united theſe myriads of Patriots appear! 


And 
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And by what from my wonderful zourney I've known, 

There's nought left for me but to ſigh and to groan ! 

Theſe Patriots our barbarous deeds will repay, 

They'll remember the bloody Bartholomew's day ! 

Ah !-now I find true, what of old has been ſaid, 

We have bruiſed that heel, that will now bruiſe our 
head! 


All, all Revolutions may Satan confound! 


] cou'd daſh out my brains I cou'd tear up the 
ground! 


THE END. 
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